FORTY     THOUSAND      AGAINST     THE     ARCTIC
ice-breaker, whereas we had to battle against the floes as
they came head on against us—or we against them. The
cargo boats followed comfortably in the channel we cut for
them, like good little goslings behind their mother. Only
occasionally they got a light tap from a floe that drifted by.
As the evening went on our advance became slower and
slower and at dinner-time we stuck fast in the midst of the
ice. We went down for food and I had a chance to look
round.
The Termak was built in 1899 'm Newcastle. On the wall
of the messroom hangs a photograph of Victorian ladies and
gentlemen in top hats at the launching of the ice-breaker in
the presence of Russian diplomatists. To the right of that
picture hangs a portrait of Stalin; to the left, in a smaller
frame, one of Admiral Makaroff, who was the first to
evolve the idea of attacking the ice of the Arctic with ice-
breakers. 'Of course3, a sailor explained to me, 'in those
times he could not find the proper support. The Tsarist
Government had no vision for great things. He would
have been much better off under our regime, which sees
his ideas realized on a grand scale.5 Above the mantelpiece
are two oil paintings; one showing Yermak, the Cossack
conqueror, subduing Siberia by the sword; the other pictur-
ing the ice-breaker named after him blasting an open road
to the North with the enthusiastic support of Soviet youth.
We could do little that night, the captain explained to
me. The fog was too dense for aerial reconnaissance The
weather reports from the nearest stations along the shore
and on a few islands on the route ahead were not quite in
agreement as to the weather to be expected for the next
day. We had to wait. They turned the wireless on to hear
the news—this is done regularly twice a day on board, and
loud-speakers in all parts of the ship allow every member
of the crew to listen to the news bulletin without leaving
Ms watch. Since I was anxious to know all about life on
board, the second officer introduced me to the woman
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